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* Am I going away?"

Bertha glanced at her suspiciously. It oc-
curred to her that perhaps she ought not to be
talking.

"Has not the Mother told you?"

"Yes," lied Doreen quickly, because this was
something that she simply must find out, and
she could not do so unless she got round
Bertha, ''but I seem to be rather muddled about
it all."

Bertha settled her habit primly, and folded
her arms. "Your guardian is corning to fetch
you away," she said. "He is rich.* Apparently
your mother left you some money, and you will
be able to travel, and to go about."

Doreen stared at her. She had never thought
that she might have money. She suddenly
realised that with this the key to the whole
world lay in her hand. She would travel. Places
had absorbed her; they had been names on a
map, specks on a globe, but at the same time
they had been alluring and she had longed to
visit them, instead of being shut up here on the
hill with an exquisite view of the Jungfrau and
no more.

She was at the age that wants more.

Life is so full, and the cage which holds youth
back is always so cramping.

"Did you say I'd be rich?" she asked.

"I don't know about being rich, but I do
know that you certainly have some money. The
letters were on the Mother's desk today, and I
helped her reply. The gentleman arrived only
half an hour ago; I let him into the place my-